
on the right-han- d side of the court Phil-ipp-

with ber thick veil falling down to hel
chin, and so defying recognition, sank wear-
ily into her seat. I placed myself besid
her; my hand crept under the jloak sh

my l Innocent! Innocent I This this
revultion of feeling is mors than human na-

ture can bear I

"Order in the court! Order in the court!"
What is it? Who is it? Only a woman in a
dead faint She is home out tenderly,
lovingly, proudly, by a man who clasps his
precious burden to a heart full of such rap-
ture as few of his fellow creatures can ever
have known.

But let it also be hoped that few have
ever endured such grief and anguish!

"Iwcu In r u ' (, 't n.
be said sharply. "N itmng fur Jimny yerhas so muca annoyed me."

"Why? our client only met with h;s
deserts."

"True tru?. But I am a lawyer, sir.
Our provincj is njt to tnbk so much cf
deserts as of what wa can do for a client. IS
is hard to try and serve a fool."

"No doubt; but I scarcely understand
vour meanir.z."

To be Centliined.

SHARP HOSS1ERS.

"Slothing nothing but wait and hops," I
answer.

"Could you not go down and speak to hlra,
or send a message in some way? Tell him
not to be so wretched; that even at the last
moment he will be saved: that the real mur-
derer will confess and free him. Basil, yon
must do this."

"I cannot I dare not It will rain us.
Hush, dearest; be calm, and listen."

The reading of the indictment is now over.
Tho clerk turns to the prisoner. "Are you
guilty, or not guilty?' ho asks, in a clear
voice. Although every one in that court
knows what the answer will be, there Is a
silence so profound that a pin might be
heard drop. Every one seemed desirous of

hearing the prisoner's voice. Even I, my-

self, lean forward, and strain every nrvo to
hear his plea.

There is a long, dead pause. It may be
that the prisoner does not understand that
he is expected to reply. It may be that his

collapsed state deprives him of the power of
speech. I notice that one of the policemen
touches him on the shoulder, and whispers
to him. Still for a moment there is silence.

It Is broken, but not by the prisoner. Phil-

ippa gives a low, soft wail, heard only, I
think, by me.

"I can bear it no longer," she whispers.
Bho snatches her hand from mine. She
throws back fcer thick, dark veil aad stands
erect in tho body of the court I cast one
glance at her pale but determined looking
face, then tow my head upon my hands and
wish that death might at that moment smite
us both. All is over. I am conquered.

Even as I hide my face I see every eye in
that thronged court turning to the tall, ma-
jestic, dark-robe- d figure which rises in the
midst of that motley throng. Then, clear
and loud, I hear her beloved voice ring out

"My lord," I hear her say. I raise my
head at the sound, The eyes of bench, bar,
jury and public are fixed upon her. The
very prisoner turns in the dock and gazes
straight at her.

1 " V1:1''-- CTv --

laces and, in batches of four, ara rapidly
sworn. The absurd proclamation against
vice and immorality is read; much good may
it do every one present! Then the clerk gits
down, and tbe judge, forsaking his papers,
begins his work.

He arranges his robes to his satisfaction,
leans forward, and, placing the tips of his

long, white fingers together, addresses-charg- es,

I am told, is the right term the
grand jury in a pleasant, colloquial manner.
1 strain every aural nerve to catch the pur-
port of bis glib words. He is sure to say
something about this important murder
case. I shall, perhaps, be able to learn how
it was that the man fell under suspicion.

Alas! the judge Is one who, by years of
practice, bos acquired tbe knack of using
his voice only just so much as is absolutely
necessary. The grand jury is close to him
and can. no doubt, hear him; but to those
who, like ourselves, are far away in the
background of the court, bis remarks are in-

audible. Ail I can catch Is a closing caution
to the grand jury, to bear in mind that it is
not within its province to determine tbe in-

nocence or guilt of the prisoners, tut to
simply decide whether ther-- is or is not suffi-
cient evidence for tbe cases to go to trial.

The grand jury files out of court to eon-du-

its solemn deliberations in the place
appointed. The Judge addresses a few smil-

ing words to the sheriff and other magnates
who, by right or favor, occupy seats cn the
bench; thou he returns to the perusal of his
papers.

For the first time since we entered the
court, Philippa speaks to me. "Are they
trying him now!" she asked in a low, awed
whisper, yet in a voice so changed that I
know what the suspense is costing her.
Briefly I explain the procedure of toe law,
so far as I know it She sighs, and suys no
more.

More monotonous calling ot many names,
to which summons, however, another class
of men respond. The common jurymen are
now being called. Probably, to save time,
twelve men are sent into the box,, where
they sit, some appearing to enjoy the dig-
nity of the position, some with stolid indif-

ference, others with acute unhappiness
plainly manifested. I look at these men
with scarcely less Interest than I look at the
judge. On them, or on some of them, our
fate re3ts as much, perhaps more, than it
rests on him. Those men are trying us
not oniy the man who will by and by stand
in that d enclosure, into which we
look down.

Twenty long, weary minutes pass by. All
eyes turn to a wooden gallery iu the right
hand crrner of the court A door in the
wall opens. The members of the grand jury
emerge and fill the gallery. The foreman
arms himself with a gigantic fishing rod, to
which he attaches a paper, which is con-
veyed by this clumsy method to that busy
gentleman, the clerk of assize. What idiotic
foolery all this seems to me!

The clerk detaches the document, glances
at it. and looks up at the gallery.

"Gentlemen of the grand jury, you return
a true bill against William Evans for mur-
der?"

'Wo do," answered the foreman with shy
solemnity.

I grind my teeth. Fools If men of cul-
ture and standing err like this, what can be
expected from a common jury? It is well
for me that I heard the caution just now
given by the judge. I take such comfort as
I can by thinking they have tried the evi-
dence, not the man? What can the evidence
be? Ahl we shall Boon know.

The dork turns, and addressing no one in
particular, says: "Bring up the prisoner."
Once more I set my teeth. I foel my wife's
arm tremble; her hand grows cold. I hear
a buzz, as of expectation, run through the
crowded court Every eye turns in one d-
irectiontoward the empty dock. For a
moment a species of dizziness comes over
me; objects swim before my eyes. The sen-
sation passes away. I recover myself. Tho
dock is no longer untenanted. In the centre,
with a stalwart policeman on either side of
him, stands the accused! The man who, if
needs be, must be saved by such a sacriflcel

From my place, far back in the public
gallery, 1 can, ot cours3, see nothing more
of tho prisoner than his back. I gaz3 at this
with intense curiosity, endeavoring to deter-
mine tho station of the man who is now
about to be tried for his life. I can bnt
gather this much: He is tall and slight His
dress is of a nature, but
seems to have Been much servio. He might
bo anything from a brokon-down,cle- to a
gentleman's servant out at elbows. I re-

joice at his poverty-stricke- n appearance.
Judging from it, money will be welcome to
him. Let the jury but assert his innocence,
and I feel certain that the liberal pecuniary
compensation which it ist my intention to
mote out will repay him a hundred times for
the ordeal which he is undergoing.

Ordeal I Yes, it is the right word. It is
easy to see it is a terrible ordeal to the poor
fellow. No need to look at his face to be
told that much. Even as he emerged from
the cells below he seemed to quake with
fear. Now he absolutely falls forward in
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DARK DAYS.

BY HUGH COX WAY.

I'fl Should not Tench Tnn-nhft- In T.lma rm
i the trial seemed to haunt her unceasingly.It was for thia reason she so peremptorily
,1 refused tD lie down and court sleep. She

feared lest, our eyes once closed, we should,
j from sheer exhaustion, sleep for hours, and
! so miss the morning train. She was ever
! picturing the horror of that poor unknown

man beinz led from the dart win, thn
death sentence rinsniif in his ears.

'"' oo the time which elapsed before we started
:, lor Townham we spent in the hotel. I be--

6poka rooms by telegram, sent when we
( reached Folkestone. We made an apology
j for a meal; in fact, what we could get at
); that time of night was of itself little more

than apology. We sat all but silent, watch-- I
nS 'he hands of the clock, which told us

now fast the procious momenta were passing
i S"fty' 8 8aw the S"1? morning struggle
I w'th, and at last conquer, the yellow gag.
t light. We heard the hum of traffic growing
i. J"der and louder In the streets below us.
!' lne!i w turned to make what may be right--i

ly called our last adieus. Who could saythat y my wife and I might not be
parted forever I

While at the hotel I tried to obtain the
tile of the Times. I wanted to look back
an? see 'f I could find the account of magis-- ;
tenal proceedings against this unlucky, Wil-
liam livans. Ho must, of course, have ap-
peared before the lesser tribunal, and could
i. see the account of his appearance I should
be able to judge as to the strength of the
case against him. But the file was not forth-
coming. Perhaps it did not exist; perhapsthe sleepy-eye- d Teutonic waiter did not un-
derstand what'I wanted; so. still in the dark
as to why suspicion should have fallen uponthis innocent man, we left the hotel and
drove to Liverpool street station.

At 9 o'clock our journey was ended. We
stood on the platform of Tewnham railwaystation. My poor wife wore a thick black
veil, so her face I could not sea ; but I knew
it was as pale as death. Now and again her
hand, winch rested on my arm, pressed it
convulsively. I think we were the most un-
happy pair on the earth I

v e were even denied the time for anymore farewells or expressed regrets. The
hour was chiming from the old cathedral
tower. The business of the courts, I knew,
always began at 10 o'clock, and considering
the crowd which would' most surely be at-
tracted by so interesting a case as this trial
for murder committed so many months ago,
I felt sure that unless wo proceeded at onca
to the Shirehall our chance of gaining en-
trance would be but a small one. I hailed
one of the close cabs which, were waiting
outside the station.

As I did so I felt a heavy hand laid upon
my shoulder and heard a rich, pleasant-soundin- g

and not unfamiliar voice exclaim,
"Basil North, as I'm a sinner I"

That any one should at this moment ad-
dress Basil North in a merry way seemed
a positive incongruity. I turned around al-
most angrily, and founu myself face to face
with an old friend. He was a barrister
named Grant; a man four or five years my
6enior, but one with whom, before I for-
swore the society of my fellow-me- I had
been on intimate terms. I had not seen him
for a considerable time; but had heard,
casually, that he was making great strides
in his forensic career.

In spite of my distress I returned his
greeting and grasped his hand warmly. Af-

ter all it seemed a relief to find that I had a
friend left in the world.

"What brines you here!" I asked.
"The only thing that could bring me to

such a place circuit work. I have an im-

portant case on That's the worst
of a place so near London as this one. One
is tempted to spend the nights in town,
which means getting up at an unholy hour
in the morning. But you! Why are you
here? I heard you were as rich as Midas,
nod living abroad in luxury."

"I have been abroad for some time. I

hope to go back again very soon."
' Happy man I" he ejaculated. I could

scarcely keep the bitter smila from my lips
as I thought how ill applied were his words.

As he spoke he glanced at Philippa, whose
grace and beauty of form defied the con-
cealment attempted by thick veil and som-
bre garments.

"But what brinis you to this sleepy old
town?" continual Grant.

I hesitated for a moment. Then, think-

ing that truth, or at least half truth, was
the best, told him I bad come down to wit-
ness the trial for murder.

"I should doubt your getting into court,"
he said. "The morbid interest excited
around about here is, I am told, very great.
The sheriff is besieged by applications for
tickets."

"Couldn't you help mei The fact is, I
have a particular reason, not mere curiosity,
for wishing to be present at this trial."

"I don't think I can," said Grant "Does
your the lady wish to go with you?"

"My cousin yes," I said seeing that he
expected an introduction. He raised his
hat and made some courteous and pleasant
remark, to which Philippa, to my surprise,
replied in a calm ami fitting way.

Grant knew I had no sister. I called her
cousin because I had a wild hope that, if the
worst happened, I might be able to conceal
the true relationship in which we stood, and
so be permitted to give evidence on her be-

half. 1 trusted my wifo would guess that I
had a good reason for this deception.

"Try and manage this for me, Grant," I
said so earnestly that my friend made no
further demur.

"Take me in your cab, and I wilt see what
I con do."

During our drive to the Shirehall I asked
Grant what he knew about the impending
trial.

"Nothing," be said, frankly. "I hate
murder cases hate even to read about them.
Of course I know that Sir Mervyn Ferrond
was killed and bidden in the mow for days
and days. But I knpw no more."

"Who is the accused!"
"I don't know. I thought, from your

anxiety, you must know him."
"Will he be found guilty P
"I don't know. Stay, I heard some one

who ought to be well informed say yester-
day that the case for the prosecution was
most feeble. lie seemed to doubt if the
grand Jury would return a true bill."

As I heard this I pressed Phillppa's hand
secretly. I felt that she was trembling.

The drive to the Shirehall occupied only a
few minutes. We did not go to the publicfront of which Ientrance, in could see a
crowd of people nearly blocking up the
street We stopped at another door, and
Grant, after looking around, caught sight of
what appeared to be an inspector of police.
He entered into a little conversation with
him, the result of which was that we were
given into his care.

"This is a breach of the law." whfspared
tny friend as he bade me good-by-e. "Yon
will have to atone for it by a liandsome
gratuity.11

We followed our guide. Philippa, al-

though walking with a firm Btep, leaned
heavily upon my arm. I scarcely know by
what door we entered that palace of jus-
tice. The stalwart policeman led us through
stone corridors and passages, which re-

echoed with the tread of our feet, and at
last we found ourselves before a double
swinging plain oak door, over which in old
English letters was written "Criminal
Court."

I felt Philippa shudder, and knew that
the sight of those words brought the horror
of the situation fully home to ber. Mechan-

ically I pressed a sovereign in the hand of
the venial inspector, or whatever he was:
then, holding my wife's hand, I passed
through the noiseless swinging door into the
all but empty court

A few polioemen and other officials were
lounging about Two or three people, who
bad no doubt gained admittance in the same
way as we had done, were seated in various
coignes of vantage. Iled Philippa up the

, broad steps, and pointed to one of the hard
I' wooden benches provided for the accommo-

dation of the general public. These benches
Vera raised step oy step, one above another. I

i We chose our posittea about half-wa- y op,

wore ana neia ner nana.
Surely, it was all a dream a dreadful,realistic dream I should wake and find

myself under the great oranga tree in that
courtyard in gay Seville, my half-smok-

cigar and the book which I had ben lazily
reading lying at my feet; my mother oppo-sit-e

me, laughing at my somnolency, and
Phillppa's grave dark eyes looking with
calm everlasting love into my own. 1

should wake and find the cool of the eveninghad succeeded to the glare of the afternoon.
We should walk through the merry streets,
lounge in the Alamei.i, wander through the
glowing Alcazar gardens, or drive out miles
and miles over the fertile smiling plains. Or
I should even wake and find myself noddingover my fire in my lonely cottage, the stolid

5 onlv numn creature within
hail; Phillppa's return, the snow storm, the
dreadful discovery, the flight, Seville, ths
marnace all, all a dream

In a kind of stupor the temporary reac-
tion, I suppose, consequent upon suchfatigmand trouble I gazed around me, and won-
dered where I was.

What is this great empty building, lit
from one side by large clerartorv window!
raised boxes on either side of the buildingof ecclesiastical desicn? What are these
dull gray vacant walls, that lofty ceiling,
crossed and cut into small squares bv dark
rafters, this leaded floor on which feel
fall all but noiselessly! What are thosf
those small railed platforms all but adjoin-
ing them, and all but adjoining that paneledoak structure at the end facing mei
What is that rectangular box shaped
erection with overhanging carved cornfce'i
Let us away from this dismal, colorless
placel Let me wake and find myself amid
the flowers, orange trees, the fair sights and
surroundings of our Spanish home.

No! I have but to turn my dazed ejes to
the centre of space in which we sat to know
that I am dreaming no dream; that we must
wait here and lenrn our fates. That oblon"
wooden enclosure with high sides, topped by
alight iron railing, brings reality back to
me. It is the prisoner's dock. In an hour'ii
time a man will stand there. He will bu
brousht up those stone steps which lead toit from below, the topmost flag of which I
can just see. He will stand there for hours.
As he leaves the dock, declared innocent ot
guilty, so will our lives be doclared happyor miserable.

Mv hnnd holds my wife's yet closer; for
the last minutos which may be ours to
spond together are slipping by so fast, so
very fasti

See, the clock under the balcony marks
naif-pa- nine. The all but deserted court
begins to assume the appearance of

for business. Policemen and other
oflicials pass to and fro, soma arrangingpapers, some replenishing and
pin cing quill pens ready for the barristers
and Solicitors Who Will soon fill thnaa fmnl
seats. Some one, with what seems to me

irony P'nces a magnificent bouquetot flowers on either hand ot the judge's va-
cant chair. What have flowem in common
with such a scene as this? Flowers, too,
which are beautiful enough to recall to
my mind the fair Spanish horn?, which,
maybe, we shall see no mora. Flowers in
this den of sorrow! Rather should everyseat, every beam, be draped in black.

Now the doors of each side of the court
open, and remain open. I hear a shufflinjjof many feet. People, in a continuous
stream, pass through the entrance, and
wend their way to the portion of the court
allotted to the general public. So fast, sc
thick they come, that in ten minutes this
snace is thronged almost to suffocation.
Philippa and I pressed closer and closer to
each other, as every inch of the bench on
which we are seated is appropriated. The
court is full.

Crowded by respectable-lookin- g,

people, who have gained admission,
as I heard, by favor of tbe sheriff. Yet,
respectable as they are, each man, each
woman, rushes in eagerly and strives for
the best available seat. And for what rea-
son? To see and hear a poor wretch tried
for his life I In my bitter mood J look with
hate on those sensation seekers. I hate them
even more when I think that thoir morbid
craving for excitement may be satisfied with
such food as they little expect; and I clinch
my teeth as I picture the scene at that mo-
ment when Philippa, in pursuance of hor
immovable resolution, rises, and makes hoi
effort to proclaim her own guilt and the
convicted man's innocence. Although 1

strive to force the picture from my mind,
by telling myself that justice cannot err,
that the man will be acquitted, yet again
and again the dread of the worst seizes mo,
and I hate every face in that crowd, which
may, by and by, be gaping, with looks ol
wonder and curiosity, at the woman I lovel

As in a haze I see some faces which are
familiar to rue. A number of gentlemen
enter and seat themselves on the bonohej
which counsel usually occupy. Some few ol
those I knew by sight They are country
f;entlomen from the neighborhood of

are now called to serve on the
grand juiy. I see also the thin-face- hawkish-lo-

oking woman who calls herself Mrs.
Wilson. I am thankful that she takes a
seat in front of us and does not see us. She,
like ourselves, must know that an innocent
man is this day about to be tried.

So for half an hour I sit, gazing now at
the crowd of people, now at the empty dock
and vacant bench in front of me; listening
ing to the hum of voices which rises from
the packed court; longing for the moment
to come when this dreadful suspense may
end; yet nil the same dreading and willing
to put off that moment And all the while
Philippa, in her black garb, close to me and,
unseen by our neighbors, holding my hand.

Hush I The door at the back of the bench
opens, and at ten o'clock to the minute the
black-robe- d judge appears. He bows to the
court, seats himself, and by his action signi-
fies that he is ready to begin the business of
the day. No trembling prisoner in the dock
ever scanned the judge's face with more
anxiety than I scan his lordship's at this
present moment

An old man, too old, it seemt to me, for
such a responsible post; an amiable, pleasant
looking man not, I venture to think, one
who can bear the reputation ot being a
"hanging Judge," I breathe a prayer that
he may this day be able to direct aright the
course of justice.

Hush! Hush! Silence in the court! Oh,
my poor, sweet wife, let me grasp that hand
yet closer, for the moment which for days
and nights has never been absent from our
minds has come I What will it bring us I

CHAPTER XV.

THE BLACK CAP.

There is silence, or all but silence, In the
court The buzc of suppressed conversation
sinks almost to nothing absolutely to noth-
ing as the judge's marshal rises, and after
gabbling through the mysterious proclama-
tion which begins "Oyez! Oyez! Oyez!" de-
clares the court open.

Philippa, still closely veiled, sits like a
statue. Her hand, which ever grasps mine,
scarcely responds to the pressure by which
again and again I endeavor to bid her hope
for the best I would give much if even
now I could get her to consent to my lead
lug her away. I dare not suggest thia I
know that doing so would be waste of words.

The court is open. The red judge is pe-
rusing letters and papers which lie in front
of him as calmly and unconcernedly as if
the life's happiness of, at least, one man and
woman did not greatly depend upon the
view he takes of the case about to be tried.
He raises one of his bouquets and inhales
the perfume of the flowers. How can one in
his position behave like an ordinary mortoll
Were we not here he might condemn an in-
nocent man to a shameful death! I wonder
if, with such horrible responsibility resting
on him, a judge can ever really be a happy
man?

These thoughts seem trivial: but my mind
is by now in a strange state; it is, indeed, so
sensitive that every slight incident, every
small ceremonial of seems to be. im-

pressed forever upon it
A bewigged gentleman the clerkof assizes,

the man next me tellbiss neighbor rise and
calls name after name, until he bis fixed
the twenty three gentlemen needed to form
the grand jury. They stand op in tneti

CHAPTER XVL
" WHERE ARK THE SNOWS THAT FELL LAST

TEAB?"

Although, while engaged in the labor of
writing this story, I have many times re-

gretted that I am nothing more than a plain
narrator of facts and incidents, not a master
of fiction, I think I have not felt tbe regret
so strongly as at the moment when I begin
this chapter. The sombre acts of the life
drama in which Philippa and I played parts
so painful, so full of grief, and even if
brightened by a ray of joy, of Joy falla-
cious and of uncertain tenure those acts I
have found little difficulty in describing; I
had simply to throw my mind back to the
pictures of the past and reproduce them in
words. The task, whether well or ill done,
was not a hard one.

But now, when in one moment and as if
by magic, everything changed; when sorrow
seemed to be simply swept out of our lives;
when that poor wretch's abject confession
of guilt, forced from him in some mysterious
way, not only left our whole future bright
and cloudless, but consigned to rest all the
ghosts of the past, whose shadowy forms
had hitherto dogged our steps and denied us
the happiness rightly due to those who love
as we loved ; now I feel my shortcomings
acutely, and wish my pen was more power-
ful than it is.

And yet a word will describe the state of
my own mind as, when the last solemn
words were spoken by the judge spoken in
a voice which showed emotion and distress
at being compelled to condemn a fellow
creature to death I carried my fainting
wife from the crowded, reeking court The
momentary sense of rapture passed away;
bewilderment; sheor bewilderment is the
word for what was left I could net think.
All my reasoning faculties had left me. In
fact, I believe that had Philippa not swooned,
and so needed my mechanically given care,
I myself should have fallen senseless on that
threshold which an hour before we crossed,
thinking we were going to endless misery.

I remember this much. As I laid Phil-

ippa on one ot the hard wooden benches in
the stone corridor I kept repeating to my-
self, "Innocent, my love is innocent; that
man is guilty." I suppose this continual re- -'

iteration was an endeavor to Impress the
tremendous fact upon my brain, which for
a time was incredulous, and refused to en
tertain it

I threw up my wife's veil and bathed her
face with water, which was brought me by
a kindly policeman. Presently her eyes
opened and consciousness returned; she
strove to speak.

My presence of mind was fast returning.
"Doarest," I whispered, "as you love, me not
a word in this place. In a minute we will
leave it"

She was obedient; but I knew from the
wild look of joy in her eyes that obedience
tasked her to the utmost She was soon able
to rise, and then we walked from the court,
pushed our way through the crowd who
waited in the Btroet busily discussing the
sudden termination to the trial, threw our-
selves into a cab end in another moment
were alternately weeping and laughing in
each other's arms.

It was, however, but for a moment Tho
Inn to which we drove was close at band.
There we were shown into a room, and were
at last free to give the fullest vent to our
pent up feelings.

It would be absurd for me to attempt to
reproduce our words, our disjointed exclama-
tions. It would be sacrilege for me to de-
scribe the tears that we shed, the embraces,
the loving caresses we lavished on each
other. Think of us an hour, one short hour
ago! Think of us now! This curse laid
upon us by that awful night removed for-
ever I Our secret kept, or secrecy, if still
advisable, no longer absolutely needful
Philippa, in spite of all I had seen, in spite
of all she bad told me on that night when I
found her, a wild, distracted woman, in a
storm the wildest that years have known,
guiltless of her husband s death Innocent,
not only as she had in my eyes always been,
but also, what was far more, innocent in her
own eyes!

Small wonder that for nearly an hour we
sat with our arms twined around each other,
and used few words which were more than
rapturous exclamations of love and joy.

There! I cannot will not describe tbe
Bcene more fully. I will say no more, ex-

cept this; when at last we grew calmer,
Philippa turned to me, and once more I saw
terror gathering in her eyes,

"Basil," she said, "is it true it must be
truer

"Truel of course it Is."
"That man, the prisoner, could not have

pleaded guilty when be was innocent"
"Why should be? It meant death to him.

poor wretch."
"But why did he confess?"
"Who can tell? Remorse may have urged

him to do so."
Philippa rose and her next words were

spoken quickly and with excitement
"No, I did not do it The thought, the

dream haunted me, but I did not believe it
untfl I heard these men talk of the way he
died. Then it all came back to me. The
mad storm, the dead man over whom I
stood; even then I don't think I actually
believed it It was when you told me how
you found me that I lost all hope."

"Dearest, forgive me. I should have be-
lieved in the impossibility of the act even in
your delirium, even if I had seen it done.
Philippa, say you forgive me."

She threw her arms around mo. "Basil
my husband," she whispered, "yon have
done much for me, do one thing more; find
out tbe whole truth find out why this man
killed him, how ha killed him; find out,
satisfy me that bis confession was a true
one; then, Basil, such happiness as I have
never even dreamed of will be minol"

"And mlnel" I echoed.
I promised to do as she wished, Indeed,

the moment I had recovered my senses I re-
solved to learn everything that could be
learned. Once and for all I would clear
away every cloud of doubt, although that
cloud might be no bigger than a man's
hand, .

But Philippa must not stop to Tewnham.
Her strange conduot during the trial, her
fainting fit after it, were bound to have at-
tracted the attention of those present No
doubt she was looked upon as a friend of the
prisoner, who was overpowered by the sud-
den and awful ending to the case. Still, she
must not stay at Tewnham.

We went to London by an afternoon train.
The next morning I again ran down to the
plaoe at which the trial was held. I learned
the name of the convict's solicitor, and as
soon as I found him at leisure requested the
favor of an interview.

I found him apparently a worthy, respec-table man, but of a. nature inclined to be
choleric. I told him I called on him because
I was much Interested in the cose ot the con-vi-

William Evans. Mr. Crisp, that was
his name, frowned and fidgeted about with
tome papers which wwo In front ot him.

More Fraudulent Township War-
rants Discovered.

iNDiANArous. Sept. 19. There is
considerable excitement here over a
report that there is s large amount of
township pflper in circulation bearina
the signature of Trustee Kiiz, of thia
city. It is claimed that $3,500 of them
were among the assets of a bank at
North Vernon, which failed last week.
Mr. Kitz has riled an affidavit for pub-
lication saying that they are forgeries,
as he has never issued such. State-

ments received up to a late hour last
night indicate that no less than $65,-0- 00

worth of the warrants are in cir-

culation.
Indianapolis, Sept. 19 Tbe latest

development in the township warrant
swindle comes from Morgan county.
Jacob A. Shipley, trustee of Gregat
township, in that county, was placed
under arrest at an early hour this
morning, under an indictment by the
grand jury, charging him with issuing
fraudulent warrants to the amount of
$5,536. Shipley was held in $3,000
bond, which be was unable to furnish
and be was sent to jail. These war-

rants were issued to E. B. Folland,
for school supplies, but as a matter of
fact no supplies whatever were fur-

nished. The arrest of Shipley is due
to the exertions of Walter Stanton, of
Stanton & Coffin, of New York.

A Detective Suelng for His Reward.
Deteoit, Mich., Sept. 19. About

one year ago the Pacific Express as

robbed at Peru, Ind., the ex-

press messenger being gngj?ed and valu-

ables taken. A reward of $1,500 was
offered for the arrest and conviction of
the robbers. Detective Tat O 'Neil, of
this city, was employed on the case'
and succeeded in bringing to punish-
ment the perpetrators, D. Vf. Downer,
Ldtue Ai, ana ueri ijewis, me txpiesn
mpsspni7Prs. Payment of the reward
having been refused, E. Donnelly to
day brings suit tor Detective U JNeu,
against the Paciflc company for $2,000
damages, being the reward with inter
est and expenses. The sun is a novel
one, being probably the first of its
kind.

An Acquittal Expected.
Bismarck, Dak., Sept. 19. The

summing up in the Marquis Demores
case closed this morning. The court
will instruct the jury at 2 o'clock and
a verdict will probably be rendered
this afternoon. An acquittal is ex-

pected .
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Bottled Advertising.
It has been demonstrated that bottled adver

tising Is superior to any and all modes.
We hare adopted the plan ol placine the bulk

of our advertising INSIDE of the bottle and
eorking It up, while others do all their work on
the out side.

That Is the reason that B. B B. proves so valu-
able In the cure of all blood diseases, Scrofulous
Swellings and Bores, Rheumatism, Oatarrab.
Skin and Kidney affections. Merit Is in the
bpttle and the patient Is at once c nvinced of
the fact. Large bottles si, three for $2.60. Ad-

dress, Blood Balm Co., Atlanta, Ga.

B.B.B.
J. M. Ellis, Atlanta. 6a.. writes: Ilmvehart

severe form oT Eczema, ten years, and have
failed to secure relief from various doctors, and
about 110 bottles of a noted remedy. It was
pronounced Incurable, but the use of B. B. B.
has effected a cure, and I refer to Dr. D. O. .
Heery, Dr, F. F. Taber, Atlanta, Ga.

w. m. Cheshire at W. H. Brotherton's store,
Atlanta, writes. "I have hud a Une eatinir uliwr
on my leg cured by the use of B. B. B."

it is decidedly a most wonderful medicine for
the cure of blood diseases, and It will please
everybody."

' Nashvillk, Tens.. Nov. 8, 1881.

One of my customers. Mrs. L. Williams, has
been using B. B. B. a short time and reported to

me that Its effects were simply marvelous, and
that It far surpasses all other blcod remedies she

has used, and that she could heartily sanction

anything said In Its favor, as it had given h
more relief than anything she had ever used

before. W. H. OWEN, Druirglst.

A 82 page book filled with information about

your blood, your skin, Kidney, Itheunniism,
Old Ulcers aud Sores, Blood poisons, we., maild
free of charge. Address

BI.OOD BALM CO.,
AlUiita, tis.

Sold at wholesale or retail DyC. C, BeyneJ'
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"My lord," I hear her say. I raise my head
at Ike sound.

Sho gets no further than those two words.
"Order in the court! Order in the court!"
is shouted so sternly and fiercely that sho all
but loses her presence cf mind. She falters,
she hesitates and glances helplessly around.
I seiz3 tbe moment By sheer force I drag
her back to her seat I pray her by the love
she bears me to wait in silence. I draw the
veil over her face to hide it from the hun-
dreds of curious eyei which aro turned upon
it. While so doing I hear the sharp man-

date, "Turn that person out of court"
Had any serious attempt been made to

put the order in force, I believe that Phil-

ippa would have resisted, and once more at-

tempted to assert the prisoner's innocence
and her own guilt if it was guilt. Fortu-
nately the policeman who draws near us to
carry out the order is my friend of the
morning who had accepted my gold. It
may be on this account ho favors us. It
may be, when a momontary disturbance
subsides, and the perpetrator does not seerr
bent upon repeating it, that the expulsion is
not insisted upon. It may be that Phillppa's
accosting the judge was looked upon as a
solecism brought about by the excitement
of a weak woman who was in some way
connected with the prisoner. I suppose such
a scene does sometimes occur; and perhaps,
if its repetition is guarded against, a hum-

anely-minded judgi will not deny the
offender the sorry comfort of seeing her
friend's trial to an end. Perhaps the judge
who this day presides is unusually good
natured and easy going. Anyway, our
friendly policeman does not carry out his in-

fractions and the court resumes its busi-
ness.

But many curious looks are cast at the
veiled woman by my sida I notice that
the hawk-face- Mrs. Wilson turns in her
seat and looks always at us; and, strange to
say, I notice that the prisoner in the dock is
still staring fixedly in our directioa The
policemen take him by the arms; face him
round toward the bench. Once more the
solemn question, " Are you guilty, or not
guilt?" is asked.

A short excited pause. The prisoner an-

swers. Well, I know what be says, although
he speaks o faintly that I do not hear bis
voice. Strange to say, his answer seems to
create considerable agitation. People who
are near to him look back and whisper to
those in the rear. A barrister turns in his
seat and stares in a dumbfounded way at a
gentleman behind him. This gentleman
rises up fussily, and bustles round to the
dock, where for a minute he seems to be en-

gaged in earnest conversation with the pris-
oner. The latter shakes his head sullenly
and hopelessly. In an apparently highly-excite- d

Btate the gontleman, whom I rightly
judge to be solicitor for the defence, hurrie3
back, whispers to the barrister, and seems
by his gesture to be washing his hands of
some responsibility.

What does it all mean? Why do they not
go on with the trial? The suspense is grow-

ing more than I can bear. Hush! The
Judge speaks.

The excitement is spreading through the
court In spite of the warning looks of tbe
authorities, people are whispering to each
other. The Judge is speaking earnestly to
the prisoner. He seems to be explaining
something, counselling something; Still
the man shakes his huod sullenly. What
does it all mean?

Moan! The next solemn action; the next
solemn words of the d judge answer
my question, and tell me that a thing has
come to pass which never entered within
tbe range of probability. Or have I been
asleep? Has the trial been gjne through,
and the worst, the very worst, happened?
No; five minutes ago I pulled Philippa back
o her seat, and forced her to withhold her
damning words. Even now my grasp is on
her to prevent hor from rising,

Ha! Look! The judge places a square of
black silk upon his head. The prisoner
cowers dowa He would fall were
it not for the arms which support
him on either side. A rustle of In-

tense feeling runs through the court Men
catch their broath; women's eyes aro dis-
tended. The sensation seekers are rewarded.
Hark! The judge speaks. lean hear him
plainly now, although there Is deep emotion
In bis voice.

"Prisoner at the bar, yon are guilty, by
your own confession, of an atrocious, cold-
blooded murder, the motive for which Is
known but to yourself and your Gjd. For
mo only the painful duty remains" ,

Guiltyl On his own confession I The man
guilty I The man to save whom we have
travelled night and day he the criminal 1

Philippa, my peerless Philippa) my wife!

the dock, supporting himself by grasping
the iron railing which runs round the top.
I notice that his fingers, as they cling to the
iron bars, open and close convulsively.
Every movement of his back and shoulders
betrays fear and anguish ot mind. His
state is pitiable, so pitiable that one of his
custodians places his hands under the
wretched man's arm, and gives him the phy-
sical support which he so sorely needs. He
bends his head as In shame, and I know that
could I see bis face it would be white as my
own or my wife's.

In spite of the strain upon my mind I was
able to wonder at the prisoner's hopeless de-

meanor. Although I had, as it were, torn
my very heart out by tbe roots to insure this
man't safety iu the event of things going
wrong with him; although I did not even
now rozret tho course I had taken, I am
bound to ray that his cowardly behavior
took awsy much of the sympathy which I
should otherwise have felt for him in bis un-
merited predicament It is, of course, very
easy my what one would do if in another's
place. I certainly felt sure that, were I In
that pool fellow's plight; that consciousness
of my own Innocence would give me strength
nouga to raise my head and face boldly all

the judges, juries and prosecuting counsel in
the world. I was willing to make every
allowance for the nervousness natural to
such a position; but I groaned inwardly as I

gazni upon that miserable, limp, half stand-

ing, half reclining form.

Why does he not stand upright! Too well
I know that another is watching that abject
wretch with interest even mora Intense than
mine. I know that every attitude of shame
or fear is understood by Philippa, and adds
to the soruples which she feels at following
my advico and awaiting the result of the
trial Every agonised movement of the
prisoner in the dock seems to be faintly re-

produced by the hand within my own.

Every pang he suffers runs through the
frame of the woman who knows that he is

suffering for her deed.
The clerk reads over the Indictment;

"That he, William Evana did feloniously,
willfully, and of malice aforethought kill
and murder Sir Mervyn Ferrand, Baronet"
As the reading proceeds Philippa draws me
toward her. "Basil," she says in a low

whisper, "this Is more dreadful than I
dreamed ot I cannot bear it longor. Think
of that poor man's anguish I Basil, he also
may havo a wife who loves him ( she may
be In the court Think ot bar I Oh I wha
can I dot What can I dor


